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modern building in the Gothic manner crowns the height
on which the old castle of Alfonso VL, built in imitation
of the Alcdzar of Toledo, used to stand. You look thence
upon a new,country, as it were, across the wooded valley
of the Ereima, >a country of running waters, To the
westward a deep valley, wooded and beautiful, divides
the hills, only itself to be cleft by the rock of Segovia,
the Alcdzar, that rises like the prow of some splendid
ship on the-crest of the waves, thrusting the waters
aside as she sails over the immense billows, The old
walls surround the city like great bulwarks, broken and
destroyed a little by rain and tempest, while far away the
towers and cupolas of the cathedral rise into the sky,
the masts and splendid sails of some great galleon still
adventurous on the seas. Beyond the river on the burn-
ing sierra is the little round church of Vera Cruz, and not
so far away on the right bank of the river stands La
Moneda, the mint where till 1730 all the money of Spain
was struck, while over against it the old monastery of
El Parral rises among its gardens,
You reach the cool valley by the Puerta de Santiago,
the oldest gate of the city. High over it, built above the
arch is a 'refugio/ an asylum for children, little people
who ha^e no friends and so must be befriended by all,
therefore their house is set up over the beautiful city
gate, where they can see the travellers passing in and
out all day long, on mules or on foot, driving asses before
them laden with wine, or garden stuff, or corn for the
use of the city. All the long summer day the river sings
softly in the valley, and the poplar trees whisper together,
and the children stand at their window watching the
world. And all they see is beautiful and simple, gay
with colour under the good sun, and solemn with labour
as of old. Thinking of them now in London, ah! how
I eavy them that refuge over the gate of Segovia.